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THE FIRST TIME 


Jimmy placed his bike alongside the bridge just under the highway and 
locked it to the wire fence. It should be safe, he thought, as he followed the 
path that curved snakewise through clumps of wild mustard down to the 
river. 


It was a hot summer day and Jimmy thought it would be a good time to 
take that swim he had promised himself. He had never swum in this river 
before, but he had often watched other boys swimming in it, especially the 
Kelly gang. 


He would stand at a distance behind a tree where they couldn't see that he 
was watching them. He felt a strange pleasure in seeing them splashing in 
the water and diving off the big rock and calling each other dirty names. 


The Kelly gang was tough. They were always fighting, or swimming 
naked in the river, or making forbidden gestures, or saying dirty words. 
Though Jimmy wasn't afraid of them, he didn't want to get mixed up with 
them, either, but he liked to watch them swim and wrestle on the ground, 
and sometimes they made him think that it might be fun to belong to a 
gang. But he would never dare to swim naked the way they did. He was 
wearing swim trunks under his blue jeans today. 


It was a river in all the geography books, but it usually didn't look like 
more than a stream, or, in some parts, a trickle. Only a heavy rainstorm 
made the water rise high enough so it looked like an honest-to-God river. 
But regardless of whether it was a river or a stream, there wasn't any doubt 
that it was a great playground for the kids in the neighborhood, who spent 
whole afternoons running down its banks, wading where it was shallow, 
daring to swim where it was deep. 


Jimmy often took long walks along this river, sometimes following it all 
the way to the railroad yards. He would keep a lookout for toads and 
jackrabbits and would count how many he saw and compare the number 
with how many he saw the time before. He also observed the stuff that 
floated on the stream, while looking for something that might be valuable. 
He saw little, however, besides empty cans, and orange peels. Every so 


often he would see white rubber things that looked like finger-shaped 
balloons and moved like the strange fish he had once seen in the aquarium. 
He had thought of wading in and picking up one of them and examining it 
to figure out what it was, but he was afraid to do it. There was something 
about them that looked almost alive. 


He took off all his clothes except his trunks, and placed them on a large 
rock at the edge of a pool of the river, one of the few deep enough to swim 
in. This was where he saw the Kelly gang swim. 


First I'll test the water, he thought, and see if it's warm enough. 


It was, so he gingerly inched forward until it was up to his knees. It 
wasn't cold at all, but the mud under his feet was squidgy. 


If his mother knew what he was doing now, she'd yell bloody murder. 
She'd tell him this place was dirty and dangerous, that he could catch a bad 
cold here, or slip and hurt himself, or drown—and, besides that, he could be 
arrested because it was against the law for anyone to swim in the river. But 
he didn't care. He had discovered that there are a lot of things a guy has to 
do that his mother might not like. And sometimes he had to disobey her and 
do what he wanted, or he'd go crazy. 


Jimmy slowly went farther in, until the water was up to his chest. It feels 
nice, he thought. He knew that part of the pleasure was because he was 
doing something forbidden. It made him feel daring and courageous. 


I'll bet if I stand on my toes I can walk to the other side, he thought. As 
he took a step forward, however, he discovered that he wasn't alone. 
Someone was watching him. From the corner of his eye, he saw a man on 
the riverbank staring at him. 


Jimmy stepped backwards to where his feet could get a better grip. I'm 
not scared, he thought. Let him watch me if he wants. He had heard stories 
about kids being kidnapped by maniacs, but they always seemed so 
fantastic that he never believed them. Anyway, he thought, if he starts 
bothering me I'll just make a run for it. I bet I can run faster than he can, 
any day. 


The man on the riverbank was a Negro, a tall, dark Negro, dressed in a 
business suit and a hat. He must be over 20, thought Jimmy, at least. 


The man walked closer to the pool, keeping his eyes fixed on the boy 
who was now splashing in the water, pretending to think he was alone. 


As there never had been any Negroes living in his neighborhood, he had 
seen few of them. He wasn't sure how he felt about them, but he knew that a 
lot of people hated them, and would say they were like animals. 


As humans, they did seem strange. With their black skin, their kinky hair, 
their big lips and noses, they did seem a lot different from white people. 
They even talked differently. They looked more foreign than foreigners. But 
white people are probably just as strange to them as they are to us, he 
thought. Some Negroes were probably all right, but he couldn't really tell 
because he had never spoken to one. 


"Pleasant day," the man said and smiled, his teeth glittering in the light. 


Jimmy shrugged his shoulders and stared down at the water as though 
there were a large fish in it. 


Why is he so dressed up? the boy wondered. He noticed some large rings 
on the man's hands. 


"How's the water?" 


"Okay," said Jimmy, still not looking at the guy. He felt funny because of 
the way the man stared at him. What does he want, anyway? I'm not going 
to let it bother me. I'm darned if I'm going to leave just because of him. He's 
not going to scare me off. 


"It looks so nice and cool, I wouldn't mind going in myself, but I didn't 
bring a bathing suit. Are you wearing a bathing suit?" 


Jimmy nodded, still not looking up. Why did he ask that? What 
difference does it make to him? 


The man put the small suitcase he carried on the rock next to Jimmy's 
clothes and opened it. Jimmy could see a towel inside and a newspaper and 
a Camera, which the man took out and held with both hands. 


"Do you mind if I take a picture of you?" he said, his voice quavering as 
if he was sick or something. 


"Yes!" said Jimmy. The man still held onto the camera. 


When he pointed it in Jimmy's direction, the boy turned his back to him. 


"It's not going to hurt you. Just let me take a few pictures and I'll let you 
keep some of them." 


It was one of those Polaroids, he noticed. He had seen them before, but 
didn't know how they worked. 


"Okay," he said as he turned around, "but not more than one." 


"Good," said the man. "Now, come just a little closer. That's it. Now look 
toward the bridge, and don't squint. No, no, you're looking too serious. 
Can't you smile?" 


"No," said Jimmy, whose expression was stern. 


"Okay," said the man and he snapped the shutter. "Now in a little while 
it'll be ready. Why don't you come out of the water and I'll show you how it 
works?" 


He preferred staying where he was, but his curiosity was stronger than 
his fears, so he began to wade through the pool toward the man. This guy 
isn't a crook or anything like that, he thought. If he tries something funny, 
like hitting me on the head or anything like that, I'll just run for it. He could 
never catch me in a thousand years. 


"Don't you have a towel?" asked the man when Jimmy stepped out of the 
water. He shook his head. The man opened his suitcase and took the towel 
from it. "You'll catch cold. Let me wipe you off," but Jimmy stepped out of 
his reach. 


"Tm all right." 
"Then dry yourself off," he said, holding out the towel. 
"No," said Jimmy. The sun would dry him fast enough. 


Then he remembered something he had overheard a few weeks ago. Jerry 
Collins, an older boy who lived down the block, was talking to Eddie 
Lasinsky who was one of the toughest kids in school. 

"Did you ever see that nigger queer who's always hanging around the 
river?" Jerry asked. 


"No," said Eddie. 


Jimmy wondered what he meant by "queer," but he was too shy to ask. 
The older guys used a lot of words that he didn't dare ask what they meant. 


"You know what he did?" said Jerry. "He said he'd give me a dollar if I 
let him take a picture of me with my dick hanging out." 


Jimmy turned red as a beet at hearing the last words. 
"What did you tell him?" asked Eddie. 


"Make it 2 and I'll do it.' He said all right, so I unzipped my fly and took 
it out, but you know what I did then?" 


"What?" 
Jimmy pretended he wasn't as interested in the story as he really was. 


"Just before he snapped the shutter, I put both my hands over my face. 
You should have seen the guy! He was mad as hell! He didn't want to give 
me the 2 bucks, but I told him if he didn't I'd call the cops—the dirty 
queer!" 


"Did he try anything else?" asked Eddie, and a sly, evil look crept into his 
eyes. 


"Naw, but I could tell he wanted to. If he would have dared put one black 
paw on me, I'd've beat the shit out of him. You know, Pat Kelly said he took 
his picture, too. Pat said he's as queer as a $3 bill." 


Is it the same man? wondered Jimmy. He doesn't look queer. (He had no 
idea the word meant anything more than odd or strange.) He's dressed better 
than most of the men that live around here. Maybe that's what's queer about 
him. What's he doing down here so dressed up? 


"It's ready now," said the man. 


Jimmy was very excited as the man opened the back of the camera and 
peeled off the snapshot. He glanced at it quickly, then handed it to the boy, 
who was surprised to see how sharp and clear it was. That's a neat camera, 
he thought. 


"Not bad," said the man, "but it would've been better if you had smiled." 
It was great, thought Jimmy. They seldom took pictures in his family. This 
was the clearest one of himself he had ever seen. Reluctantly, he handed it 
back to the guy. 


"Keep it," the man said. "It's yours." 


"Thanks!" said Jimmy, pleased. I'll hide it in the box in the garage with 
my other secret stuff. Now whenever I want I can prove that I wasn't scared 
to swim in the river. 


Gee, it was nice of this guy to give it to me—but just because he gave me 
this picture I'm not going to pose the way Jerry did. 


"What's your name?" 
"Jimmy. Jimmy Wells." 


"Glad to meet you, Jimmy." The man's large hand warmly shook the 
boy's. "My name is Ben, Ben Brown." It was a strong hand. Through its 
touch it seemed to be trying to tell him something. "How old are you?" 


"Twelve." 

"I'm more than twice your age." 

Why is he looking at me like that? 

"Twelve can be a difficult age for a boy." 

What is he up to, anyway? Maybe I should get out of here right now. 


A tremor came into the man's voice as he said, "Jimmy, have you ever 
had a girl?" 


He turned red. He was angry. He always hated it when grownups asked, 
"Who's your girl friend, Jimmy? When do you plan to get married? Just 
wait a few years; the girls won't let you alone." 


"Have you ever been in bed with a girl? Have you ever laid one?" 


What did he mean? These questions made Jimmy squirm inside. Just the 
idea of being in bed with a girl seemed as strange and uncomfortable as 
standing with all his clothes off before an assembly at school. He had never 
even seen a girl naked. All he had ever seen was some pictures in 
magazines and some statues in the park. 


"In my time, I've screwed a lot of girls," said the man in a deep, 
confiding voice. Jimmy felt uncomfortable. He wanted to leave, but he was 
hypnotized by this voice saying these forbidden words. 


"All kinds—white, black, red, yellow, you name it. All ages. I've had a 
heaping bowl of pussy since I was 11 and screwed my auntie in the cellar. 


I've had 'em all," and he pressed Jimmy's hand again. "Have you ever 
screwed a girl, Jimmy?" 


The boy was frozen by these words he didn't understand. He didn't want 
to understand them, either, but he sensed that this guy was talking about 
something important, something he knew he would soon have to face 
whether he liked it or not. 


His father, during a walk they had taken a few months ago, talked about 
how flowers grew and how a bee would fly from one to another and a lot 
more stuff like that. Jimmy tried to figure out what he was getting at, but he 
couldn't. He pretended he did, however, so he wouldn't look like a fool. 


On his own, Jimmy was making important sexual discoveries. One 
morning he discovered that after he took off his pajamas and lay face down 
on the bed, when he spread his legs apart and pressed down, his peter would 
get hard. If he kept on pressing and pushing, his body would begin to feel 
nice all over. It would feel still nicer as he pressed harder and harder and 
finally, when he felt as though his hard peter had torn through the sheets 
and the mattress and was now in a warm, tight place where a million fingers 
grasped and squeezed and caressed it, then he would feel as though a small 
explosion had taken place within him, an explosion that sent vibrations to 
the tips of his fingers and toes. Then he felt a thick liquid surge out of him 
and under him and onto the sheets. 


The first time he did this, he felt very wicked and he was worried that his 
mother would see the spot on the sheet. The second and third times he felt 
just as wicked, but he didn't stop doing it, because he liked it too much. He 
would just have to be more careful and always be sure that a handkerchief 
was nearby. 


Sometimes he would wait until after his mother had left the house and 
then he would take off all his clothes and go into her room and lie on the 
soft quilt of her bed. Though he had often done it on his own bed and on the 
living room couch, it felt best on the bed in her room. 


Once he experimented and tried it on the hardwood floor in his own 
room. It was working there, too, but just as he was feeling the strong 
feelings, he heard a key turning in the front door and he just managed to get 
into his pants before his mother walked in. 


This, this making love to floors and beds, was the whole of his sex life, 
up 'til then. 


"I know a lot of girls," said the man. "Would you like me to fix you up 
with one?" 


Jimmy turned his face away. "I gotta be going," he said and took a step 
toward his clothes. 


"Please don't go yet. Stay awhile and I'll take more pictures of you." The 
man sounded desperate. "Wait. I'll give you a dollar if you'll let me take 
another picture of you." 


The boy stopped. He thought of the story he might have for Jerry Collins. 
"How would I get it?" he asked, thinking, I'll just find out what's on this 
guy's mind. Maybe I'll learn what Jerry meant when he said this guy was 
"queer." Could it mean the funny way he talked about girls? 


"Just take off your trunks and let me take a picture." 
"No!" said Jimmy. 


It felt strange to have this grown man begging to take a picture of him. 
Nothing like this had ever happened to him before. Few grownups, aside 
from his mother and father, had shown more than a passing interest in him. 


He walked over to get his clothes, but the man rushed to stand in front of 
them. 


"Aw, c'mon, Jimmy. I'm not gonna hurt you. Just let me take one picture. 
I just want a souvenir of you." 


"No. Let me get my clothes." There's something nutty about this guy. I'd 
better get out of here right now. 


"Sure, Jimmy, I'll let you get your clothes, but don't be afraid of me. Just 
let me take one picture. Pull down your trunks and I'll take it of your back, 
just your back." "No, I told you." He wanted to run, but he couldn't without 
his clothes. How could he ride home in his trunks? How could he explain 
what happened to his mother? 


"Your face won't even be showing. No one'll be able to tell it's you." 


Jimmy took a step toward the rock, but when the man reached out for 
him, he stepped back again. 


"I won't hurt you, Jimmy. All I want is a picture." 


He thought of running to the highway and finding a cop. But what would 
he tell him?—and the guy would probably be gone by the time they got 
back. 


It was true what the guy said about no one being able to tell who it was if 
the picture was just of his back. And he could use the extra dollar. 


"All right,” he said, "but just one picture, and"—he felt bold—"give me 
$3 for it." 


"That's a lot of money for just a picture of your back." 


Jimmy thought of Jerry and his trick. "Okay. I'll let you take it from the 
front, but first give me the money." Now I can tell Jerry I got a dollar more 
than he did. 


"You're some little businessman, aren't you? Okay. Here's $3. I'll put 
them in your shoe. I like you, Jimmy. Now, let me take off your trunks." 


Before he could get out of the way, the man had his hands on the boy's 
waist and was pulling down his swimsuit. 


The man's large, strong hands felt warm. Jimmy might have enjoyed their 
touch if he hadn't feared it so much. 


When the man tried pulling the trunks all the way off, Jimmy yelled, "Let 
go!" He'd never let him do that, but then the man's arm swung round him 
and held him by the waist. He tried to escape but the grip was too strong 
and his ankles were caught in the swimsuit. 


"Let me go!" said Jimmy, but the more he struggled the tighter the grip 
became. In the meanwhile the man's other hand was stroking the boy's 
thigh. 


"Don't be afraid," he said in a voice that was quivering and pleading. "I 
won't hurt you." 


"Let me go!" said Jimmy, locked tight by this body which was like steel 
against him. He knew that if the man wanted to, he could squeeze all his 
breath out and crush his bones. Besides this, Jimmy was worried and 
embarrassed by the fact that, against his will, his peter was getting hard. 


"Please let me go, mister," he said, but the man didn't loosen his grip nor 
stop stroking Jimmy's breast and shoulders. 


The man whispered, "I'll give you $10." 


"No!" said Jimmy, even though in his whole life he had never had that 
much money. 


"I promise I won't hurt you. I won't do anything that would cause you 
pain." 


The large brown hand was now stroking inside Jimmy's leg, while the 
boy's organ grew larger. 


"Please!" said the man. 


Despite the fact that he was being held fast by this strong, fully grown 
man, the boy felt a certain power over him, for wasn't this fully grown man 
begging and pleading while kneeling in the dirt before him, Jimmy Wells? 


"What do you want?" he asked as his fear lessened. The man then 
loosened his grip on the boy and, when he saw that Jimmy was no longer 
trying to escape, he didn't tighten it again. 


"I just want to feel your body against mine, Jimmy, your naked body. 
That's all. I won't hurt you." 


So that's what Jerry and Eddie meant when they called him "queer." He 
likes lying on boys. 


"I just want to feel your skin on my own. It won't take long. You don't 
have to worry, Jimmy. I won't hurt you." 


The man said these words so softly, while his large hand felt so warm and 
unexpectedly tender, that the boy's resistance began to melt, until he caught 
himself and pushed the hand out of his way and again tried to escape. 


This time the man grabbed him with both arms and put the side of his 
face in Jimmy's groin, so that the boy felt the man's cheek against his fully 
hard organ. 


"Oh, baby, please," the man said in such an anxiously pleading manner 
that, from then on, Jimmy was no longer afraid of him. 


"But anyone can see us here," said Jimmy. "What if someone sees us?" 
"I know a place where we can go. Oh, my baby, it feels so good." 
And Jimmy had to admit that it was feeling good to him, too. 


The man reached down to the boy's ankles and pulled up his trunks. 


"There's a good place not far from here," he said, then stood up. 
"Let me get dressed," Jimmy said and turned to walk over to his clothes. 


"You don't need to. It's not far from here," said the man as he knelt 
behind Jimmy and pressed himself to the boy's back and kissed it while his 
hands fondled the boy's thighs. 


He didn't have a good grip this time and Jimmy saw all his clothes on the 
rock before him. He knew he had a good chance to grab them and make a 
run for it, but he decided against it. He was no longer afraid of this man nor 
of what he might do and each of his caresses made Jimmy more curious, 
intensely curious, as to what it would be like to lie, to press down, upon a 
bed of skin. 


"Just grab all your clothes and follow me," said the man, who then led 
Jimmy to where the river was narrow enough to cross by stepping over 
some rocks. From here he guided him up a hill which rose up to the 
northern end of the bridge. 


"You know, Jimmy, I've never done anything like this. I've taken a few 
pictures, yes, but—I like you so much, I just can't help myself." 


The man stooped as the space between the hill and the bridge narrowed 
and became darker and ended in an earthen wall. 


Jimmy had explored in this area before, but he never had gone back so 
far. The man now took him by the hand and led him around a cement pillar 
to a hole which was just large enough for the man to squeeze through, then 
himself. 


This would make a swell hiding place, he thought, as he looked down at 
the earthen floor covered with brilliant stripes of light coming from a 
ceiling of steel slats. We must be right under the sidewalk, he thought. 
There was plenty of room for Jimmy, but the man was unable to stand 
without stooping a little. 


"Can't the people on the bridge look down at us?" he asked. 


"Yes, but they won't see anything. It's too dark." The man took some 
newspapers out of his suitcase and spread them on the floor. 


He then knelt and embraced the boy. "Oh, Jimmy," he sighed, "I want to 
kiss every square inch of you," and, after pulling the boy's trunks off, that 


was what he did. His lips thoroughly explored the boy's anatomy while his 
hands unloosened his tie, unbuttoned his shirt, unbuckled his belt, unzipped 
his fly, untied his shoelaces, so that when he interrupted the kissing and 
stood up, he was able to step swiftly out of his clothes and stand entirely 
nude before Jimmy, who was astonished by this hard, heavily muscled 
body, now covered with stripes of sunlight from the sky overhead. 


Only once before had he seen a completely nude grownup. That was 
when his father took him into a bathhouse at the beach. The fat, elderly man 
taking a shower didn't look anything like this man now before him. The 
sight of this strong, coal-black, muscular body was as new and strange to 
him as the first glimpse of a great mountain might be. He didn't know what 
to think of it, whether to admire or fear it. By taking his clothes off the man 
had changed entirely, seeming to have grown larger and stronger, like a 
giant. 


Just as new and strange, but decidedly more frightening, was that 
gigantic thing between his legs, that brown-and-purple weapon which now 
pointed upward at Jimmy. He had never imagined that any human being 
could have anything so monstrous sticking out of his body like that. He was 
afraid of the thing and turned his face away from it. 


"Don't be frightened," the man said. "I won't hurt you. I won't hurt you 
with it." 


After taking the boy's hand, he sat down upon the newspapers. "Come, 
Jimmy," he said, as he lay on his back. "Come here, baby, and lie on top of 


W 


me. 


The boy's head came just below the man's chin, while his legs spread out 
above his groin. Every so often he felt that thing brush against his thighs. 
But he wasn't thinking about it now, for the whole of his body was, for the 
first time, steeped in the sensation of being surrounded by human flesh. 
How great it felt! Infinitely better than all the beds he had lain on at home. 


He braced his arms against the man's chest and stretched his legs as far as 
he could. Then he pressed himself deeply down into the bed of smooth, 
warm flesh, while the man's arms were caressing his back, his thighs, his 
buttocks. 


"Don't come too soon, baby. Not too soon. Make it last. It feels so good. 
Make it last." 


But Jimmy was beyond taking directions. His sole guide now was his 
body's desire for more and greater pleasure, a desire that ordered him to 
drive himself deeper and deeper into the flesh under him until that flesh and 
his own and a precise turning point of the mind fused to trigger a change in 
his body, a change that sent waves of excitement through each of his limbs, 
that caused, from deep within him, a stream of liquid to surge upwards and 
give exquisite electrical sensations to all it touched on the way. 


"Oh, baby! Did you like it, Jimmy? Did you like it? I know you must 
have, you must have." 


The boy breathed heavily as he felt the man's heart beating under him. He 
began to feel the goo, his own goo, sticking their bodies together like paste. 
He started to rise but the man said, "Don't go, Jimmy, not yet. Here's a 
towel. Let me wipe you off. Don't leave yet, Jimmy. I want you to do mea 
favor. It won't take long and I'd greatly appreciate it if you'd do it for me. 
Put your hand here, Jimmy. Please. Please, Jimmy, put your hand here. 
That's it. Now squeeze a little. That's it. And pull it. Yes, that's it. A little 
more. Just a little more. Harder, harder! That's it! That's it! Oh, Jimmy! 


"You don't know how much I enjoyed that. For years I've wanted it, but 
I've never dared to—I've always had all the girls I could handle, but—" 


Jimmy put his trunks and pants on. He avoided looking at the man on the 
newspapers who talked on and on while still looking up at Jimmy. After he 
put on his shirt and his sneakers, he started walking toward the hole leading 
to the outside, when the man said, "Wait. You forgot something. I said I'd 
give you 10 and here it is. I want you to have it." 


I might as well take it, thought the boy, as he put the bill in his pocket. 
He then turned around and— 


"Wait.—Please, Jimmy. One minute more. I want to tell you something. I 
may be wrong, but isn't this the first time you've ever done anything like 
this? Isn't it, Jimmy? Isn't it your first time?" 


"Yes," said the boy as he looked at the ground. This place smelled and he 
felt dirty. He wanted to get out of here and go home. 


"Well, you know something, Jimmy?—and I swear it's true—it was the 
first time for me, too. I swear it. It was my first time, too." 


JUST MY TYPE 


"Tell me, what do you think of me?" 


"How can I answer a question like that? I hardly know you. Remember, 
we met less than an hour and a half ago." 


"But that's why I'm asking you. I want your first impression. Tell me, 
what did you think when I sat next to you on the bench?" 


"Well, I—" 

"Did you think I was queer?" 
"Well—" 

"You can be frank, I don't mind." 


"Well, we both know it's sort of a pickup spot around there and if you just 
wanted to sit down, there were plenty of empty benches, so naturally when 
you sat next to me, I thought something was up." 


"If you saw me somewhere else, say at a party or walking on the street, 
would you still think I was queer?" 


"No. Why should I? You don't wear makeup or long hair, or talk like the 
fairies on 42nd Street." 


"What do you think of me in bed?" 


"T've got no complaints. If I had, I probably would have left here a long 
time ago. Anyway, you should have been able to tell if I liked it or not by 
how I acted when you were doing me. Say, while we're at it, what do you 
think of me?" 


"Let's see. I'll give you a short biography. First of all, you live in 
Brooklyn." 


"Wrong. The Bronx." 
"Secondly, you're married and have one, let's see, maybe two children." 
"Three." 


"You work with your hands, construction work. Either that, or you drive 
a truck." 


"Both wrong. I run a TV repair shop." 
"But you don't look like a repairman. You look like a truckdriver." 


"Well, that's what I am. Now, here's what I'd like you to tell me: there 
were a lot of other guys on the benches; why did you sit next to me?" 


"I liked your looks." 
"But I'm not especially good looking, not at all." 


"You're butch looking. You're very butch looking. You also looked as if 
you had a good body under your jeans. You were very straight looking, in 
just the way I like. You know, I was walking on the other side of the street 
when I first saw you. I passed your bench twice before I felt brave enough 
to sit down beside you." 


"Why?" 

"I thought you might be a cop." 

"A cop?" 

"Yeah." 

"Do I look like a cop?" 

"Yeah. You're the right age. You're big enough and tough looking." 
"What made you decide I wasn't?" 


"I really wasn't sure you actually weren't until we got up here and I put 
my hand on your thigh and you didn't take it off." 


"What if it turned out I wasn't as straight as you thought I was?" 


"It doesn't matter, as long as you look and act straight. You know 
something? You're just my type, you're exactly the type that excites me. I 
like you very much, in fact. It's been a long time since I've enjoyed doing a 
guy so much. I hope I can see you again, a lot of times." 


"Sure, if you want." 


"I do, but do you? You know how these things are. Here today, gone 
tomorrow. Tell me the truth, am I ever going to see you after tonight?" 


"If you really want to, you are." 

"I do. Would you do me a favor now?" 

"What?" 

"Turn over on your stomach for a while." 

"Why?" 

"To please me. You know I haven't come yet. Do you mind?" 
"No, but—" 


"I won't do anything you don't like. Tell me, do you like it when I move 
my hand down your body like this?" 


"It's all right." 
"Do you mind if I put my finger in here for a while and massage it?" 
"No, but be careful of your nails. And say, buddy, cut out asking all the 


questions. I'll tell you soon enough when you're doing something I don't 
like." 


"Does this feel good?" 


"It's all right. Say, I've got an idea. Instead of your fingers, put your lips 
there. That's what I really like. That's what really sends me. Here, I'll help 
with my hands so you can get your lips all the way in. Yeah. All the way in. 
In deep all the way with your crazy tongue. Yeah, that's it. That's it, baby. 
Keep it up. Go on, baby, go on. It feels great.... That was great, buddy. I 
liked that a lot." 


"Do you mind if I lie on top of you for a while? Don't worry, I won't try 
anything that might hurt you. It just feels so good on your body like this. 
Oh, it feels good. You know, if I wanted to, I could come like this. I could 
come just by exerting pressure on your back—like this." 


"Don't. Don't come. I don't want you to come." 
"Why not?" 
"I don't want you to get that stuff all over me." 


"All right, if you don't like it—But it feels so good I—Your skin is so 
hard and smooth, yet soft at the same time, I—" 


"Stop trying to kiss me. I don't like guys to kiss me." 


"I'm sorry, I—It's funny how you butch guys hate being kissed but a lot 
of you don't mind—" 


"Don't mind what?" 
"It's unimportant." 
"Don't mind what?" 


"I don't know—going to bed with other guys, I guess. Oh, it feels so good 
lying on you like this! I like it so much, I—" 


"Hey, what do you think you're doing?" 


"Nothing. I—I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—I couldn't help myself. Do you 
want me to get off now?" 


"No—not if—It's up to you." 

"All right, if you don't mind, I'll lie here just a little longer." 
"Say, that hurt! Be more careful! Take it easy." 

"Do you mind if J—" 


"Damn it, take it easy. You're hurting me. Now, either follow my 
directions or I'll have to call it quits right now. Understand? Slow down. 
Don't move until I tell you. Now, easy. Easy. Hold it there. Don't move. 
HOLD IT! Let me get used to it. Now, slowly, slowly. Hold it, hold it. You 
can push in a little farther now. Just a little. That's it. Now don't move. 
That's it." 


"Have you ever—" 


"Done this before? Sure. In the Navy. Hold it. You're hurting me. It hurts. 
Just leave it there for awhile. I was seventeen. On liberty with this buddy of 
mine, Hoover Jones, Gunner's Mate First Class. We had a room ina 
crummy hotel in Tia Juana, Mexico, and I was high as a loon from a fifth of 
Tequila. Soon as Jonesy turned on the light I fell face down on the dirty 
sheets. Soon I began to feel his big stubby fingers untying my shoes and 
pulling down my pants. I tried to stop him at first. I knew what he wanted. 
Okay now, slowly, deeper. That's it. Oh. baby, it feels so good. It doesn't 
hurt now—but don't move too fast, not yet. Slow. Let me get used to it... I 
knew what Jonesy was up to, but I was so dizzy and tired and—Hell, I just 
didn't give a damn and well—lI liked it. I like it. Okay, baby, you can go 
faster—but—don't come yet. You see how straight I am? Slow down now. 


Slow down! Sure I got a wife and kids and I love 'em but I love this, too. 
I've loved it from that first night in Tia Juana with Jonesy on top of me— 
and why shouldn't I have it now? Okay, buddy! Lower periscope! Sink the 
torpedo! Full speed ahead! Get up from the bed, both of us. Careful. That's 
it. Now, Faster, faster, but—Wait. I got an idea. Hold it. Let's go over to the 
window. Slow. Careful. I get crazy ideas sometimes. I like doing crazy 
things. Let me lean over the sill here. I want to feel the air. I want to look 
out over the city while—Okay. Start again. Now, all the way in. Again and 
again—are you—I can feel you—Ooooh, that was good! Hey, where's your 
john? I gotta get there fast!" 


"I'm out of breath. It's off the hall to your left. I feel like I've just run the 
cross-country mile. Do you mind if I go in with you and wash myself?" 


"As long as you don't mind the smell. I'm not modest." 
"T've never felt so worn out in my life." 

"Pardon the dirty noises. Did you like it?" 

"Yes, but it really exhausted me." 


"I surprised you, didn't I? You never thought a guy like me could get so 
wild, did you?" 


"No, but I—" 


"Are you disappointed? Are you sorry that I'm not as straight as you 
thought I was?" 


"No, not at all. Actually it was—" 
"Do you still want to see me again?" 
"Sure." 

"Say, where's the toilet paper?" 

"In back of you on the ledge." 


"Oh, yeah, here it is. I feel much better now, now that I got rid of that 
load. You know, when I get in the mood, when I get wound up, I can keep 
going all night. I've been able to come eight times in a night. Eight times. 
My wife says I'll break her back one of these days. How do you feel now? 
What if I asked you to lie down on the tile? Right now. Get on your 
stomach. This time T'I be on top." 


"I'm sorry, but I just can't take it like that." 


"You can't? Are you sure? Look at me now. See how junior's come to life 
again? He's hard as a rock." 


"No. The last time I tried doing it, I couldn't sit down for a week." 


"Don't worry, buddy. Your friend just didn't know how to do it right. I'll 
be slow and careful. We'll use so much grease you won't feel a thing." 


"No, not tonight. I just couldn't. I'm too tired." 


"Okay, if that's how you feel. But just look how horny I am. Why don't 
you just kneel down here in front of me and—" 


"No, I couldn't." 


"You don't want to blow me again? It won't take long, because I'm really 
in the mood." 


"No, I'm sorry, I just—" 

"Okay, maybe next time. What are you doing on Thursday?" 
"Thursday? I—" 

"T'll give you a call first." 

"I'm sorry, I think I'm busy on Thursday." 

"TIl call you anyway." 

"Okay, but—" 


"Geez, I forgot to flush the john. What's wrong with it, anyway? Is it 
stuck? Oh, I get it. Foosh! Foosh! Like Niagara. Now, where in the hell are 
my shorts? Ah, here they are. It's a shame to put junior back in his crib 
when he's still raring to go—but such is life. Are you sure you're too tired 
for any more?" 

"Yes, I'm sure." 

"Come here for a moment. Here, up next to me." 

"Why?" 


"I want to kiss you. I want to kiss you, you Goddam sonofabitch. There! 
How'd you like that? You said butch guys don't like to kiss, but I do. Only 


first I've got to know the guy a little. Then I'll kiss him. Now, don't be so 
stiff this time. How'd you like that?" 


"Fine, but I'm—" 


"Tired. Yeah, I could feel it in your lips. Have you seen my socks? Here 
they are. I guess I'm just a little bit more than you expected, aren't I? You 
know, I'm a crazy guy. I like to surprise people. All you wanted was for me 
to lie back like a log and do nothing while you blew me and then I'd get 
dressed and leave and that would be that. You thought that was all I wanted, 
but you were wrong. I want everything. I like everything. I do everything: 
blow, screw, rim—with girls, guys. I do everything. I guess you'd call me 
AC-DC, bisexual. Hell, I'm everysexual. If I felt like it I could take you on a 
trip around the world you'd never forget. I'd give your body the most 
thorough workout you've ever—But you wouldn't want me to do that, 
would you?" 


"No, I just—" 

"It's all right. I understand. You're tired. I know how you guys are. Now 
that you know I like some of the same things that you like, you're not so 
crazy about me, are you? Is this the way out? Don't bother to take me to the 


door. I can find it myself. I guess I was a little bit more than you bargained 
for, wasn't I?" 


"No, not really, I—" 


"Don't kid me. I'm willing to bet you $5 you'll give a sigh of relief as 
soon as I shut the door behind me, won't you, buddy? I understand. Good 
night, my friend. I guess I won't bother to call you on Thursday after all." 


"But I would like to—" 
"No, you wouldn't. I won't bother after all. Good night, old buddy." 
"Good night.... Whew!!" 


STRANGER IN THE GLASS 


I am not mad. I'm as sane and normal as anyone. How can I be mad when 
I can still distinguish between reality and fantasy, right and wrong? 


I am an artist, a very good artist. I'm so successful, in fact, I seldom draw 
any more. As I am now in charge of the art department of one of the top 
advertising firms in the country, I let my staff do all the drawing for me. Is 
this a job for a madman? There are 35 men under me and my salary is 
fabulous. Does this sound crazy to you? 


Despite the fact I've little time for it, I still draw once in a while. Just for 
my own amusement, of course. I'm pleased to say that, in all the years since 
that October day when I bade a fond adieu to my drawing board, I haven't 
lost any of my talent. Just hand me a pencil and a sheet of paper and I can 
still sketch a face that will astound you with its realism. 


While I'm talking on the phone, or attending some long conference or 
other, if I find a pad and pencil at my side I doodle, I draw. Faces, generally. 
One face in particular, however. I really don't know why I draw this one 
face over and over again, as it has no special significance for me, nor does it 
have extraordinary features. It's ordinary, in fact. Certainly not a face I 
would generally find attractive. It's an obvious face: effeminate, 30-ish, not 
good looking, rather melancholy I'd say. His nose, however, has character 
and his chin has a rather interesting point. I'm sorry that I'm unable to 
describe his eyes. For some reason of which I'm not quite certain, I always 
draw them closed. At the time, it always seems that that somehow is how 
they should be. 


Does this make me crazy? Should I be carted away by the little men in 
white uniforms and put in a loony bin and locked up forever and the key 
thrown away, just because I draw this one face over and over again? 


Aside from my work, my life is one mad round of parties, theater 
openings, art exhibits, transcontinental flights, long visits with interesting, 
infamous, indolent men and famous, fabulous, fantastic women. I'm in great 


demand at parties, balls, and banquets. Many acquaintances have told me 
they frequently dream of leading just such a mad, gay, fantastic life as mine. 


I've been living for the last 2 years in a 10-room apartment on Park 
Avenue which has a superlative view of the skyline. As I have plenty of 
room and the furnishings are superb, it's understandable, don't you think, 
that I've been happy here? 


As for my sex life, it's well regulated and gloriously abundant—normal, 
to my way of thinking, though in a slightly abnormal way, perhaps. You see, 
I'm a homosexual. I've always been a homosexual. There's nothing crazy 
about that, is there? These days it's a fairly normal, routine condition, isn't 
it? As a homosexual, I'm proud to say, I'm magnificently adjusted to my 
deviation and wouldn't change it for all the tea in China. 


I must admit, however, that in many ways I'm luckier than most of my 
gay brethren. In the first place, I don't look queer in the least, nor act it. 
Women, in fact, find me attractive. In all modesty, I must confess that I'm 
better looking than the average man my age (35)—and the average man not 
my age, for that matter. As for my physique, which is always in tiptop 
condition, I have a strong, sturdy body that any man would be proud to call 
his own. 


At the present time Rory, a college kid, is staying with me. His main 
interest in life (besides myself) is intercollegiate diving, in which he's 
already won several medals. He'll undoubtedly compete in the Olympics 
next year. He's a pleasant-enough fellow, but he's been staying with me for 
more than a month now—and, well, I must admit I do become weary of the 
same bill of fare night after night. He's extremely handsome, there's no 
doubt about it, and there's no denying that he's fantastic in bed and will do 
just anything to please me (even if it's unreasonable), but you know how, 
after being the entree for more than a month, even filet mignon loses its 
appeal. I know it'll break his heart, but I'm giving him his walking papers on 
Friday. 


Of course, I don't restrict myself to the one boy who happens to be 
staying with me at the time. (In the course of a year, I have as many as 9 or 
10 boys consecutively living with me.) My sensual appetite has never 
automatically ceased functioning at dawn. During the daylight hours, in 
between my easily managed directorial duties, I have quite a good time, in 


fact. Lording it over a staff of 35 young men has its compensations. I must 
admit I've hired most of them (at least 20) more on the basis of their youth 
and good looks than on their training or ability with pen and brush. Frankly, 
I try to select sexy, handsome young fellows who don't mind occasional 
hanky-panky with an appreciative boss. 


As one of the important executives in the firm, I have a large, well- 
furnished office. It's equipped with a divan that becomes a bed at the push 
of a button. I'm also lucky to be the employer of a wise, efficient secretary 
who is very much aware of her boss's predilections and whims. It's quite a 
simple matter to press the intercom and say, "June, dear, would you mind 
sending Bob Comden in for a short briefing?" (Bob's a tall, blond fellow, 
married and with two kids, but doesn't mind turning over on his stomach 
once in a while) or "June, baby, tell Jim Morgan I'm ready to look at his 
layout" (Jim's a husky 19-year-old who has a surprisingly talented mouth), 
etc., etc., etc., etc., etc. And then there are those days when I feel like seeing 
Bob and Jim at the same time, or Bob and Jim and Artie, or Hank and Artie 
and Tommy and Bob and Jim, etc., etc., etc., etc., etc., etc.—and sometimes 
June herself will join us, just to add a little spice to the games of an 
afternoon. 


And, of course, she also keeps her eye open for the various office boys 
and messengers whom she judges would fit into my mood and schedule. In 
my extensive experience with youngsters, I've found very few who haven't 
been flattered when I ask them to drop their pants for me. 


I make it a firm rule, however, not to have sex more than seven times a 
day. More than that is overdoing it; it would be detrimental to one's health, I 
believe. 


Now, is there anything mad about this? Is there anything insane about a 
man in his maturity having a well-regulated, rich, abundant sex life? 


You see how, in a sense, everything about my day-to-day existence is 
perfect. Except for one unpleasant and unexplainable phenomenon, it's 
perfect. 


For a while, because of this odd little worry of mine, I contemplated 
going to an analyst, but I discarded the idea, for I just didn't know what I 
could possibly tell him. I've heard from several acquaintances that an 
analyst would undoubtedly try to convince me that I should go straight. 


Who needs that? Why on earth should I go straight? And I also have 
learned that these analysts are vitally concerned with one's dreams. The 
dreams of their patients are extremely important to them. What could I say 
about mine? 


The truth of the matter is, I seldom dream. When I do, I remember little 
about them. What little I do remember is always so dull, so ordinary, I try to 
forget it as quickly as possible. My dreams—they're not crazy, nor insane; 
there's nothing mad about them in the least. That's why I don't like them. 
They're not like me, fantastic; they're ordinary—dull and sordid, if 
anything. 


In my dreams, I'm always lying on a lumpy bed in a small, dingy 
apartment, or else I'm struggling somewhere at a tedious, monotonous, 
badly paid job, or I'm aimlessly wandering through a large, ugly city that 
has tall, grey buildings hovering over me. The weather in this city is always 
rainy or cold. And the people are tired looking and squalid and unfriendly— 
very unfriendly, especially the young men. As they hurriedly pass you on 
the street, the few handsome ones look at you as if you're dirt. Sex is 
infrequent in this city. When it does occur it's dull—either that or sordid. As 
it usually happens hurriedly and furtively in damp, public restrooms or 
behind bushes in the city park, there's little joy or satisfaction in it. My 
dreams are tedious in the extreme. 


You can see why I don't like them, can't you2?—why I'm glad I seldom 
remember them? Their unbelievable ordinariness upsets me. So why should 
I try to have more of them just to please a head-doctor who only wants to 
change my well-regulated, perfectly happy, rich, abundant sex life? 


You can see why I don't like dreaming, can't you?—why I prefer the 
bright, sparkling, fascinating moments of reality to the dull, ordinary 
fantasies of dreams? Reality, that's what I enjoy; and can you blame me? 
With my tremendous job, my huge salary, my fabulous apartment, and my 
hundreds and hundreds of boys all willing to do whatever I want whenever I 
want it—can you blame me? 


If everything is so hunky-dory, you're undoubtedly wondering why I 
worry so much, why I keep asking myself over and over again, am I mad? 
Am I mad? Why do I worry so much about madness? 


I'll tell you. I'm going mad, or I am already, because of mirrors—mirrors 
in general, but two in particular. I hate mirrors. They play tricks on a 
person. They play tricks on me. 


Though in all my apartment I only have two, I swear I'll smash them to 
smithereens if they don't learn to behave. One is a small one on the 
medicine cabinet of my bathroom, the other is a full-length one on the 
closet door in my bedroom. 


Yesterday evening, for example, I had just finished donning my dinner 
jacket and, a bit warily (because this thing has happened before), I slowly 
stepped in front of my full-length bedroom mirror. I naturally wanted to see 
that I was looking my best for the party I had promised to attend later in the 
evening. Besides myself, several movie stars and wealthy aristocrats were 
to be there. 


I was hoping to see what I usually see, what I should see—a proud, 
handsome, powerful man, with two strong hands firmly gripping the reins 
of his destiny. And there, in all his sumptuous, shimmering glory, was he, 
myself. I saw him there—but only for an instant. It took only an instant for 
the picture to change from the exceptional paragon—myself—to that of a 
flabby, naked man lying on soiled sheets on a disordered, lumpy bed. 


It wasn't me at all. It couldn't have been. It was a stranger, a terrifyingly 
real stranger. My mirror in my bedroom in my apartment was exhibiting to 
myself a sordid, full-length portrait of a stranger. 


He wasn't handsome, like me; nor did he have my fine physique. He was 
ordinary looking; his face and body were run of the mill. I immediately 
recognized his face as the one I doodle on scratch pads. It gave me an awful 
fright, I can tell you, seeing this wretched man lying nude in my mirror. For 
a moment I thought I was going mad. 


When I felt strong enough to look closer, I saw that his eyes were like 
those in my drawing, closed. 


I thought I was asleep until I saw his eyelids suddenly open. My blood 
turned cold as I saw this stranger look at me with a deep expression of envy 
and frustration. Then one of his hands, one of his soiled, dirty hands, 
reached out from inside the mirror to grab the lapel of my dinner jacket. 


Fortunately I was able to step out of its way before it could touch me. 
From a safe distance, I watched this hand pathetically retreat to the side of 
his grimy body as he painfully, pitifully, longingly looked up at me one last 
time before closing his eyes and going back to sleep. 


This man, this man in the mirror, this sad, unhappy, ordinary man, he isn't 
me, I thought. He's sleeping now. 


Perhaps he's dreaming. He can't be me. 


A second before I turned myself away from this stranger in the glass, I 
wondered—what's he dreaming of? What's behind his closed eyes? 


When I later summoned up enough courage to look back into the mirror, 
I saw, to my great relief, he was gone. He had completely disappeared—but, 
unfortunately, so had I. I, myself, had disappeared with him. 


LARKIE LAUGHED 


I, Cleopatra Catherine Victoria Troy, Queen of the World, am holding 
court. 


I love Willie. He is tall and has sad eyes and dark, hollow cheeks. 
Without ever saying a word, he walks for hours on the far edges of the 
room. I love him. Right this minute I'd like to tear off his pajamas and lick 
him up—but I won't. 


I, Cleopatra Catherine Victoria Troy, Queen of the World, am holding 
court in this grey, musty room. In it are 10 men and myself. We wear grey 
pajamas every hour of the day and night. Every hour of the day and night 
we wear the same grey pajamas. 


Though it hasn't a throne, this room is my court, my royal court. I am a 
queen—Cleopatra Catherine Victoria Troy, Queen of the World. Willie 
doesn't know it but he is my favorite, the favorite among all my lovers. 
Next in succession is Tommy Trapp, who is tall and has the sweetest little 
rear I ever laid eyes on. He's my second favorite, my second silent lover. 


Hanker is ugly. This very minute he's sneering at me. He has no right to 
sneer. He's a guard, but not one of my personal, royal guards. Just a guard. 
When no one is looking he pinches me on the butt. And it hurts! I hate him. 
Someday I'll tell. I'll tell everyone all I know about him. 


When I was 8 years old I drew pictures in grammar school. With crayons. 
Pretty ladies: Miss Americas, movie stars, goddesses, queens. They had big 
breasts and tiny waists and round, voluminous hips. I always dressed them 
in gaudy ball gowns. The little boys in my class liked them so much they 
bought them from me for a penny apiece. But before I would sell any of 
them I would make each little boy promise not to call me sissy any more. 
Sissy. The word disturbed me. In those days I thought I was going to 
become a famous painter. Instead I became a queen, a real, royal queen. 


I look at Joseph sitting at a table in a corner, blankly staring ahead of 
him. He's such a man, Joseph, a virile, masculine, brutal man. In the old 
days, just to think of him made me shiver. Joseph has three wives in three 
cities and 12 children. Twelve. They're in high school now. After he tried to 


kill one of his wives when she served him potatoes ice cold, they sent him 
here. He's crazy. 


Last week I loved him. Madly. Or was it last year? Without clocks or 
calendars it's hard to tell time, or years. But I always know when it's Sunday 
because of the bells. How old am I? Don't know exactly. Only know I'm not 
young, but not old either. Even though I haven't seen myself in years, I do 
know I'm beautiful. 


Though I really love Joseph more than Willie or Tommy or anyone, not 
once have I dared to come close to him, because he's such a man. Men like 
him frighten me. He's like my father. Brutal. Cruel. Before my father died in 
a train crash he scared me all the time. He scared me so much when he was 
home I hated it there. I was often ill when he was there. When he didn't 
come home any more, when he died, I was glad and so was my mother. 


But maybe I was wrong about him. Maybe I didn't appreciate him. He 
was a man. 


How I want to touch Joseph, even though he scares me! If I ever do it, I 
know I will remember it to my dying day. 


Let me see. Should I walk over to the window and see what's happening 
on the Nile today? Is my sedan chair ready? 


When I was 15, my mother married a man 10 years younger than herself, 
who sang in nightclubs as she did. His name was Larkie Light (that was his 
real as well as professional name). He was 25 and had eyes like stars. Cute. 
While Mother was "between engagements" selling lingerie downtown, 
Larkie sat for hours eating potato chips and watching old movies on TV. 
One day I came down with a cold and couldn't go to school and stayed 
home and drank hot lemonade and ate toast. While Larkie was watching an 
old movie I was watching him. When he saw how I liked looking at him 
more than the TV, he smiled, then laughed, then said "Shit!" and looked 
back at the set. I did too, but as my mind was burning with strange feelings, 
I couldn't keep track of what was happening on the screen. When I felt 
Larkie's eyes on my neck, I turned around and saw him smiling again, but 
not as much this time; then he laughed. Then he put two fingers on his fly 
and slowly, slowly, slowly, pulled his zipper down, down, down all the way. 
Then he said softly, seriously, nicely, "How'd you like it, kid? How'd you 
like it?" 


When Mother barged in at that moment I was glad, because I couldn't 
think of an answer. I hardly knew what it meant. If he had—If he—I 
wouldn't have known what to do. I was glad but I also hated her for 
interrupting whatever might have happened. 


Though I don't think she heard what Larkie asked, I do know she saw his 
open fly and his smile. She also saw that I was shaking. 


"Well, Jimmy!" she said. "Well!" Her hands ran through my hair, fondly, 
motherly. "Tell me, my little lost child, what do you think of your new 
father?" 


Larkie laughed. 


"You like him, don't you? You should. He's handsome. But what I'd like 
to know is, do you like him more than you should? Well? Have we the same 
tastes? Do we like the same men, Jimmy? Like mother, like son?" They 
loudly laughed at this, she and Larkie, and I shook as if I had a fever. 


Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle.Paper-thin slippers shuffling on old linoleum. 
Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle. 


How I'd like to pinch Hanker, gouge his skin with my nails until the 
blood streams down his cheeks! Naughty, naughty, naughty. He's ugly. He's 
mean. I won't give him the satisfaction. I'll stick my tongue out. Nyaaaah! 
I'll walk right up to him and stick my tongue out. Nyaaaaah! 


"What's wrong, Cleo? Your barge sprung a leak?" 


I'll stick it out again and again. I should test all my poisons on Hanker, 
poisons that'll make him turn green and die slow, painful, torturous deaths, a 
thousand terrible torturous deaths. 


Tommy Trapp's sitting on a bench swinging his legs back and forth, 
while his eyes shine like blue plates and his blond hair waves like a 
cornfield. 


I'll never forget the day I saw his rear in the shower. Hanker was standing 
watching us, both arms folded. 


Tommy's globes were so tight and small, matched like peas in a pod, I 
couldn't control myself. My body disobeyed me and a hard on sprang up 
like a railroad sign. Stuck out like a fat red pencil. When Shirley Temple 


saw it, he giggled, fat old thing—he giggled. Hanker spat. When Tommy 
turned to see what was going on he took one look at my fat pencil and 
turned beet red and got out of there fast as quicksilver. I must have scared 
him. He's a kid, Tommy. Just a kid. He probably never saw one hard like 
that before. Damn Shirley Temple was giggling so much, I said "Screw 
you!" and marched out, not caring who saw what. 


Should a real, genuine queen own something as vulgar as a red-hot 
pencil? Sometimes I think, why not? Other times, I think, no! Such things 
are beneath a royal monarch's dignity. They're ugly and vulgar. 


One afternoon I was lying on my cot with nothing in the world to do, so I 
began idly examining myself. After looking down my pajamas, I spied an 
opening between the legs that I hadn't seen before. What is that slit doing 
there? I wondered, then peeked in. I gasped at the strange-looking thing I 
saw. An ugly appendage was attached between my legs. A cancer, of 
course. It obviously had no business there. When I looked closer, I saw that 
the sloppy, floppy thing was covered with tiny wrinkles and blemishes like 
the face of an old witch. When I flipped it over to look at its underside I 
saw a blue vein crawling down it like a snake. 


What was that doing there? Whatever was an ugliness like that doing 
against the thighs of a genuine royal queen? Had one of my numerous rivals 
been hexing me? I must get rid of it at once, I thought. At once. This 
noxious growth, if left unchecked, would spread and others like it would 
sprout all over my body like inverted tree roots. If I had had a knife I would 
have snipped it off then and there. Snip. Snip. But in this crazy place no 
essentials like matches and knives are allowed, so I knew that I had to do it 
by myself and get rid of this hated thing on my own. 


Fortunately I discovered a method that only required hands. First I would 
grasp the head of the monster with all 10 fingers and slowly, meticulously 
turn inward the skin encircling the tiny hole. While continuing to fold it in 
(as with the fingers of a rubber glove), the shaft would gradually diminish 
until all the outside skin was in. My fingers would press down until the 
inside went all the way up into my pelvis, where I would press it deep, deep 
up inside me, then push the fungusy-looking sac in after it, until there was 
no sign left of the unsightly appendage that had been horrifyingly dangling 
from the base of my torso. No, instead of this fleshy monster there would be 
nothing, nothing but a discreet hair-covered little hole. Now that no useless 


rough edges were attached I would look neat and pretty and I'd be very 
happy with my new pretty little hole, a hole that a queen could be proud of. 


To my great delight I'd then discover that all the world had heard of my 
newly gained feminine perfection. After hearing the news, men everywhere 
would find me unbearably attractive. In a short time hundreds of handsome 
guardsmen would throng outside the palace doors, while thousands of 
golden-thighed warriors would impatiently stare up at my balcony in hopes 
of the merest glimpse of their adored monarch, and troops and troops of 
charioteers would hourly sing melodious ballads in my praise. 


After taking my bath of goat's milk and letting my Parisian hairdresser, 
my Egyptian cosmetician, my Chinese manicurist, etc., etc. employ their 
cultivated skills to insure that I looked my enthralling best, I would order 
my private drawbridge lowered, after which I would saunter down the 
flower-strewn path past all my stunned, gaping admirers to the courtyard 
where a fountain shoots rivers of water up higher than the palace spires. 
Here I would daintily unclasp the silver buckle of my sheer chiffon gown. 
As it silently fell, a gasp from 1 million strong would reverberate across the 
land. There, in my royal naked glory, I would lean back over the fountain 
ledge and, while I looked up at the great shooting flower of water, each 
guardsman, warrior, charioteer, one by one, would take crude, cruel 
advantage of me. 


They say I'm nutty. How can they tell? Who are they? Hanker? Who is he 
to say who is and who isn't? If I am, and it may be so—otherwise why am I 
here?—I know I'm not half as nutty as some. Grandma Moses, for instance. 
Poor old thing. Years and years ago a friend told him a joke. What a friend! 
It was so funny, Grandma's been laughing ever since. What a joke! He 
wakes up in the middle of the night and remembers it and laughs, and 
laughs, until it hurts him, but he can't stop. Some joke. 


Though I've loved Willie for years now, I've never once told him. Telling 
a loony in a loony bin you love him would be insane, wouldn't it? Crazy. I 
also love Joseph, but not once have I even touched his hand. After he was 
locked upstairs for wee—no, it was months, and they let him come back 
down, he was touchy, as touchy as nitro. Only a madman would have 
touched Joseph when he was so touchy. And Tommy, cute Tommy. How I'd 
like to—you know; and then—oh, how I'd—until he'd—oh, how I want to 
—But no, that would be crazy. I'm not that crazy. 


I'm well behaved. I don't scream like Shirley Temple, nor he-he-he like 
Grandma. Some days I don't do a thing but sit on my favorite barge and 
listen to the lutes and lyres blending with the summer breezes that whisper 
through the scarlet sails waving overhead. Only once in the last 5 (10?) 
years have I really lost my temper. It was during the coronation of 
Catherine, Mother of All the Russias (me), in St. Petersburg. "Hanker!" I 
screamed, "you're stepping on my train!" 


One late Friday afternoon my mother and Larkie got drunk. As Mother 
had lost her job at Weinbrun's, she decided to celebrate with five bottles of 
vodka and a shopping bag of potato chips. After a couple of drinks they 
went wild and, while singing rock 'n' roll, threw heaps of chips over the 
carpet. Like giggling children on the morning after a snowfall they went 
crunch, crunch, crunch. Then Mother took a can of paint from the kitchen 
and sprayed it on the TV until Larkie grabbed it and sprayed her. 


When Larkie forced a screwdriver into my hand I didn't want it, but when 
Mother yelled "Sissy! Sissy!" I swallowed it in one gulp. I was so dizzy, I 
could hardly stand up. The drink made me brave enough to think of Larkie's 
zipper. I wondered what would have happened if Mother hadn't walked in 
that afternoon. I was a 15-year-old virgin, a virgin queen. What would I 
have done if—Would Larkie have showed me what to do? I liked Larkie, 
but I didn't realize I wanted him, until years afterward when it was too late. 
He liked me. Maybe in the same way. 


Mother yelled, "C'mon, Jimmy; c'mon, pretty boy," and pulled me into 
her bedroom. "Stay out," she told Larkie, then tore at my clothes. "Get 'em 
off," she yelled. I was too dizzy to refuse. As I stripped to my shorts, she 
opened her closet and took from a plastic bag her prettiest nightclub gown, 
the one with gold sequins and ostrich feathers, then strapped a bra about my 
chest and stuffed it with Kleenex. "Hold still," she said as she held the mass 
of feathers, sequins, and satin over my head. I'll never forget that feeling as 
the shimmering material and ornaments came down over me like an ocean 
wave of sweet softness. 


While I sat before her vanity, she made me up. The last touch was a 
blond wig which she carefully fitted to my head. She then stood back to 
look at the finished product. "Well! What a lovely daughter I have today!" 
After she made a final adjustment of the gown, she said, "If only your father 
could see you now! He'd grab you by your neck and toss you in front of a 


speeding truck." She turned me toward a mirror. "Look at yourself, baby." I 
blinked at the reflection, not believing what I saw. It couldn't be me! This 
lovely vision was too beautiful to be me. This apparition had nothing to do 
with sad, little, skinny, lonely, sissified, peculiar me. Here in the glass was 
an exquisite, unearthly creature, a goddess, a queen. Not me! 


On high heels I stumbled into the living room. When he saw me, Larkie 
sang, "A pretty girl is like a—" but as I came closer, he stopped and gave a 
soft, low whistle, then asked me to dance. I didn't know how, I told him, but 
he refused to hear me and flung me into his arms and like a spinning top we 
whirled about the room. That was all I needed. Dizzy from vodka, dressed 
in a ball gown and high heels, dancing with Larkie pressed up close against 
me while singing, "Oh, Danube, so blue, so blue." 


When he lifted me, I was ready to swoop up to the ceiling and fly out the 
window and soon I felt the most exciting thing of all. Larkie. He was hard. I 
could feel it as he pressed against me. He was hard and though I was only a 
virgin queen and had no idea what to do with it, I wanted it; I wanted it and 
I knew Larkie wanted me to have it— 


When Mother saw him take my hand and guide it down to his crotch, like 
a madwoman she screamed, "You slut! You little slut!" She yanked the wig 
off me. "Get out of my clothes, you slut." I grabbed the wig and rushed into 
my own room and I sat on the bed, while I heard her scream after me. My 
heart was beating like a tom-tom. 


I was frightened and sad, until I put the wig back on and looked over at 
the mirror and saw the extraordinary being I had become. I was hypnotized 
by my transformation. After staring at her for a long time, I finally wiped 
off the makeup and squirmed out of the gown. Hesitantly, I again looked 
into the mirror to see my other self, my usual self, plain, unadorned me. As 
I delved into the recesses of the eyes of his piteous face, I sensed the 
hopelessness of his future. After the divine vision I had seen a few minutes 
before, this slight, delicate, melancholy face looked abandoned, lost. 
Mother was right. My schoolmates were right. They were right to have as 
little as possible to do with that pathetic-looking creature. His only chance 
to survive was to change himself, transform himself, the quicker the better. 
He must destroy that dull image and become the gorgeous being he had 
been before. She was something! More than a person—a personage, a 
someone! A someone to be stared at, sighed over. A movie star, a queen. 


Then and there I knew I would never achieve honest-to-God happiness 
until I made myself into her, that goddess, that queen—until, like her, I had 
hair down to my shoulders and wore scarlet lips and dressed in silk gowns 
and wore diamonds in my hair and furs around my shoulders. I realized I 
would never be happy until I was like her, a lady every minute of the day 
every day of my life. I would never amount to anything until I became a 
queen, a genuine, royal queen. 


I haven't looked in a mirror in years. They have none in this place. But 
even if they did, why should I? It would only tell me what I know already. 
I'm beautiful. A queen. 


Would you care to know what I really look like? It can be summed up in 
one word: voluptuous. I'm voluptuous. That's it. As I have enormous titties, 
a tiny waist, and a tight twat, I am unusually desirable. There's no doubt 
about it, I'm voluptuous. 


I ask you out there outside this room, what in the hell's wrong with 
today's men? Don't they know a queen when they see one? Can't they spot a 
real queen when she walks down the street? Or does her radiant 
ultrafemininity scare them away? 


Mother doesn't visit me any more. Which is just as well. She was giving 
herself airs. She thought she was more attractive than I. Isn't that a joke? 
Larkie's in jail for passing bad checks. And he's fat now. 


I am C-R-A-Z-Y—for 5,000 and 1 nutty reasons. 


I look at Willie and I think, maybe tomorrow I'll touch your hand and 
you'll like it. You'll look in my eyes and see what a beautiful, sympathetic 
soul I have and you'll never wander from my side again. 


I look at Tommy. Next Sunday when the bells ring, I'll rip off your 
pajamas and touch you, touch it. Yes, all over. And you'll like it. You'll 
giggle. You'll want me to touch it more. You'll beg me to touch it. 


And Joseph. As soon as I feel sure of myself, I will not only touch your 
hand, but hold it. The warm vibrations passing from me to you will make 
you feel so marvelous, you'll lean over and kiss me and say you're mine 
forevermore. When I kiss you back, I'll whisper something dirty in your ear, 
even though you may kill me for it. 


He-he-he-he-he, laughs Grandma Moses, the old fright. 


HAIL TO THE KING 


I am not the author of this story. I am one of its characters. He, my 
author, is making me up as he goes along. That doesn't seem to me to bea 
very efficient way to write a story, but I have little say in the matter. 


I can tell you right now, I have little in common with this man. Anyone 
could tell that just by looking at us. I'm young; he's in his forties. I'm 
personable and attractive; the best you can say about him is, he is neither 
ugly nor good looking. 


I presume that as his story goes along he'll endow me with a substantial 
body, a personality of some kind or other, a past and present of sorts. Maybe 
even a future. He'll undoubtedly let me talk once in a while. To make his 
story exciting, he'll involve me in some kind of conflict or other. You can't 
have a story without conflict. And then he'll get me out of it somehow and 
wind things up with a bit of philosophy. 


In the last paragraph he'll kill me off. Just like that. I presume the man'll 
then go on to another story, another character, another character 
assassination. That's how he spends his time: inventing characters, giving 
them personalities, throwing them into a struggle, then, without a tear, 
killing them off. 


I think it's time I escaped from the limbo of these initial paragraphs and 
placed myself somewhere specific. As I think it will also help you, my 
patient reader, and give you something solid to grasp, I shall drop myself 
into a particular environment at a particular time. When? As I dislike both 
costume dramas and science fiction, I shall place myself in the now, the 
present—this very night, in fact, at the hour and minute I was born— 
February 11, 1966, 2:30 a.m. 


As I'm using my actual birth date, why shouldn't I use my actual 
birthplace as well?—a studio apartment in Greenwich Village. To pinpoint 
me further, I'll tell you that I was conceived while my author was in bed, 
trying to sleep. After unsuccessfully seeking sleep for hours and trying all 
sorts of methods to attract Morpheus (some of them lewd), he gave up and 
created me. He gave up the arms of Morpheus for mine. 


Before we go any further, I must tell you that as I consider it a loathsome 
habit (no matter what the modern evaluation of it may be), not once in my 
life have I ever masturbated. It's a filthy practice, and terribly damaging to 
one's ego—which I value above all else. Not once have I ever resorted to 
self-stimulation for lack of a bed partner. 


As I dislike fantasy and pictorial symbols, I also dislike pornography, 
which I consider puerile and tedious in the extreme. Give me live flesh over 
dead paper any time. 


As I vehemently detest pornography and masturbation, I am pained that 
my author, my creator, doesn't share my feelings. I find it deeply disturbing 
that this man is steeped, perhaps sinking, in the love of dirty pictures and 
onanism. 


On a director's chair of pine and red canvas, I sit about 5 feet away from 
him and watch him lying on his rumpled bed writing page after page, most 
of it about me. 


As I become bored, I occupy the time by studying his apartment. You can 
tell the character of a man from his environment. I critically examine the 
long, narrow coffee table before me. It is covered with a haphazard 
assortment of all kinds of things. He is not an orderly person, that's clear. 
On this single table, on which there is no sign of coffee, is an open copy of 
the paperback edition of "The Italians," a brass ashtray (cheap, but fairly 
attractive), and a large plastic bowl containing three pieces of hard candy 
(the man evidently has a sweet tooth). Lying against a crinkled piece of 
aluminum (why it's there, I don't know) is a large pair of eyeglasses (rather 
sporty), a soiled pink shirt, a pile of newspapers, more books (of no special 
value or interest), and a record album—"The Marriage of Figaro." (He likes 
Mozart, which is something, I guess.) I really don't know the necessity of 
this catalog, but I just follow orders. I presume he feels it may give you a 
deeper insight into his character, which I doubt. 


Out of the blue, I say to him, "Do you want me to undress and get into 
bed with you?" These are the very words he just forced me to say. The 
man's obviously a sex maniac. Why should I, who have never asked anyone 
to go to bed in my life, say such a thing to this unattractive man unless it 
was forced on me? Really! The more I learn of him, the more I dislike him. 


What is his answer to my idiotic question? 
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"No, thank you. Don't get undressed," he says, "and stay where you are.' 
Condescendingly! Superciliously! As though he were the King of India 
approached by a beggarboy. 


Really! His answer and his tone of voice were infinitely more ridiculous 
than my question. He is hardly a King of India and I certainly am no 
beggarboy. Not at all. It's time I gave a fuller description of myself. I am 
just 19 and have wavy, light-blond hair and lustrous, dark-blue eyes. My 
beige, tight-fitting slacks and white contour shirt splendidly display the 
esthetic proportions of my well-developed, undeniably superb physique. 
There is no question about it. Only a fool would disagree that, by the 
standards of the age, I am extraordinarily handsome and spectacularly 
desirable. As this is only a description of how I appear fully clothed, you 
can only imagine how, as I disrobe, my charms increase. Does this sound 
like a beggarboy? 


Now, what does he look like? I needn't go into detail. Imagine a middle- 
aged, paunchy, flabby man with little hair on top, blue shadows under his 
eyes. Unsexy. Rumpled, Certainly not a king of anything. 


Now you can see how ridiculous was my asking to go to bed with him, 
and his "No, thank you" reply. Here a veritable Greek god offers himself to 
an old reprobate, who blithely turns him down. Have you ever heard of 
anything so absurd? 

"Why not?" I say (as though I were wracked with frustration). 


"If I said yes," he says, "and did allow you to join me here, what exactly 
would you do?" 

"Whatever you like." (The nerve of this man, making me say such 
things!) 

"Well, I'm not interested." (Good! Good!) 

"Why not?" I repeat (as though I really cared). 

"I'm not in the mood, young man. I want sleep, not sex. Before you so 
unceremoniously materialized before me, I had already had three trips 
tonight, three quite adventurous trips that adequately satisfied all my sexual 


desires. At this moment I have absolutely no sexual interest in you 
whatever." 


"Then why am I here?" 


"To help me pass the time until I can sleep. If I could sleep, I'd kill you 
off right now. Before you fell into this scene and demanded I take pen in 
hand to describe your flashy good looks and rather querulous personality, I 
took a subway to Coney Island and dropped into the most fabulous T-room 
on the East Coast, where—aside from myself, of course—only youthful, 
amiable, well-hung boys are allowed. You can just imagine the voluptuous 
time I had; but when I still couldn't sleep, I took another trip. I attended an 
old-fashioned, authentic orgy in Hollywood, where—aside from myself— 
only the most attractive, youthful, handsome stars were invited. They 
literally fought over the privilege of stirring me up and satisfying my 
desires. When sleep still eluded me, I journeyed to an Arabian palace, 
where an event occurred that was almost too fabulous to describe." 


He paused for me to be impressed by all this, but I wasn't. "So you see, 
my boy, despite your obvious charms, I'm immune to them. After the long 
parade of youthful pulchritude that has marched before me tonight, and the 
plethora of warm, young, enthusiastic arms and lips that have embraced and 
kissed me, and the hot sperm that has flowed like rivers in, over, and out of 
me—after all this wild pleasure, you, my dear fellow, attractive as you are, 
are just a pretty chorus boy, whose presence merely helps to fill my 
sleepless hours." 


The smug insolence of this man! He and his lewd journeys! I'm not going 
to let him get away with this. 


"These trips," I ask. "Did you take them by jet, or ocean steamer?" I 
know I'm only playing into his hand, but, as I'm his character, what else can 
I do? 


"It's simple, my boy. I traveled by means of the most efficient 
transportation imaginable, one that doesn't require money or luggage, 
reservations or passports. The mode of the mind, the imagination. This bed 
I'm lying on may not look it, but it's a magic one. All I have to do is spread 
my legs apart and with my right hand pull the lever between them. Before I 
know it, I'm whisked off to any place I fancy, any country, any time. Past, 
present, future. If I like, I can drop into a Roman bath when they were 
going full steam, or a medieval castle in Aquitaine. If I like, I can journey 
through my own past and bring back to life any number of juicy boys I had 
at one time, like the young Irish-Indian weightlifter, perhaps, whom I met at 
a newsstand in San Francisco. After inveigling him to my hotel room, he 


unveiled sights I found superior to Fisherman's Wharf and the Golden Gate 
Bridge. 


"Take this last trip, to Arabia: After only a few strokes upon my magic 
lever, I find myself in a fairytale palace of spires and minarets. The owner 
of this fabulous palace proves to be an extraordinary man: vital, virile, 
satanically handsome. He has a gleaming olive face, sensuously framed by 
coal-black hair and a short, pointed beard. As his silk-shod feet tread 
silently upon the tile floor, one is able to catch a fleeting glimpse of the 
muscular body gleaming under his long, diaphanous robes. All his scores of 
slaves (most of whom are young and attractive) are happy to be continually 
available to satisfy his sexual whims. 


"At the present time, however, despite all the over-whelming beauty at 
his beck and call, the King has been looking beyond his realm for sexual 
objects to please his tastes. He has made a hobby of international abduction. 
His scouts, planted all over the world, are constantly on the lookout for 
extraordinary specimens of attractive young men. As the King has lately 
been amused by several Americans, his top agents have been sent to many 
American cities and resorts, where they have been on the lookout for good 
prospects. So far the King has sampled a variety of American athletes, some 
of whom, freshmen swimmers and tennis players especially, have been 
quite delectable. 


"Just lately, however, he has switched to servicemen. Although he has 
been generally pleased by the marines and soldiers he has had, he has been 
most delighted by American sailors, who always seem to add a most 
unusual flavor to whatever they do. At this very moment, two of his guards 
are dragging before him his latest captive, a young boatswain's mate, a 
husky Texan with sandy hair and a blue star tattooed on his left shoulder. 
Nineteen or so. 


"Hey, let me alone! What is this, anyway? You guys better let me go 
right now, or I'm gonna call the police!' The boy, wearing nothing but a pair 
of loose-fitting harem pants, doesn't realize he is thousands of miles from 
home. He has just awakened from a sleep induced by a drug administered in 
the King's private airplane, which landed in Arabia last night. 


"After looking him up and down, the King remarks, 'Hmmmm!' His 
Chicago agent had seen the boy ina YMCA shower, surrounded by gaping 


queens. The agent immediately sensed that this boy would please his lord. 


"Hmmm!" the King repeats. 'Very nice. Very nice, indeed. I hear, young 
man, that you're from Texas. You know, you're my first Texan. Is it true 
what they say about them?’ 


"What in the hell's going on here?’ asks the boy, uselessly struggling to 
escape from the blackamoor guards whose grip is solid as a vise. 


"I must see for myself,’ says the King. When he claps his hands, a slave 
unloosens the string of the sailor's harem pants so that they fall to the floor. 
As he gazes at the fat, lengthy flesh dangling between the youth's legs, the 
King says again, 'Hmmmmm}! It is indeed true.' 


"What do you want with me? What's going on here?’ 


Please, young man, there's no need to fuss. Because of your great 
physical beauty, you are privileged to be a guest in my palace. It is my 
desire that such beauty as yours receive consummate pleasure, joys so great 
you will remember them for the rest of your life. It pleases me to bestow 
upon you an overwhelming experience!’ Raising his hands, he claps them, 
and a maiden dressed in a long silken robe appears before them. As this 
delicate beauty smiles shyly, the sailor momentarily forgets his situation, to 
lose himself in the girl's fragile charm. 


"This is one of the loveliest maidens in the palace,’ says the King. 'What 
do you think of her? Would you like her for your own?’ 


"The boy screams, 'No! I want to get out of here.' 


"The King unloosens her robe to reveal all her naked, luminescent 
loveliness. "You still don't want her, my friend?’ 


"No! No! shouts the boy, turning his head away from the tantalizing 
sight. 'No!' he yells. 
"The King signals for another girl to appear, a girl still lovelier than the 
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This is too much for me. I can't take any more. I protest, "What is this, 
anyway? What in hell are these girls doing in your story? You're queer, 
aren't you? What are all these girls doing in a queer story?" This guy is nuts. 
He can take his palaces and kings and sailors and— 


"Patience, my friend, patience. Don't you like girls?" 


"Yeah, but not in a queer's fantasy." 


"Does their presence disturb you so much? I guarantee you, as my tale 
unfolds, it will become much queerer. Girls, you know, if handled skillfully, 
can add quite a piquant flavor to a queer fantasy. Just watch. They can make 
a story much more perversely exciting than it would have been otherwise." 


I like girls. I'm really not queer. I don't like them, however, plumped in 
the middle of a fag fairytale. It's true I might have found them exciting in 
another story, but not in this one. 


"To continue: One after another, three more girls appear and reveal all 
their nude beauty to the sailor. After the fourth disrobes, the boy trembles. 
He tries to control his desire, but he can't. The fully aroused state of his 
passion indicator leaves no doubt as to where his feelings lie. 'I want her. I 
want them all,’ he cries desperately. 


"Good! says the King, and claps his hands. One by one the girls tiptoe 
out of the chamber. The King then clasps his hand around the sailor's penis 
and leads him into a hallway, while his retinue follows behind. 


"After winding its way down a dark, narrow corridor, the entourage 
enters a large, windowless room. Decorative paintings are on all four walls. 
In the center is a heap of colored pillows, upon which is a strange, odd- 
shaped piece of glass. It looks like a cross between an outlandish example 
of modern furniture, an old-fashioned torture rack, and a swirling mold for 
a man. In its center is a hole, the edges of which prism the rays of a brilliant 
chandelier overhead. 


"This is my invention,’ says the King. 'A device to provide a man with 
the most intense sensual enjoyment he could possibly have. I spent years 
designing it and paid thousands of dollars to have it manufactured. You, my 
young friend, should feel privileged to be the first man ever to use it.’ 


"The boy's body is quivering with fear, mixed with curiosity and desire. 
"How does it work?" 


"By means of this contraption, my friend, you will climb the heights of 
pleasure; for when you lie upon its surface you will be able to engage in 
sexual congress with four women simultaneously. Watch.’ He claps his 
hands. 'See how Jasmine slides upon the pillows under the glass and thrusts 
her body up so that when you lie on top you will be able to insert yourself 


through the hole and into the girl. Now, watch how Lila sits in the seat in 
front, where your head will fit into her lap. Now the two remaining girls 
assume their posts on each side of the hand supports.' The sailor, staring at 
the glass object now surrounded by the four naked girls, no longer thinks of 
escape, nor complains as the King pulls at him. He is now content to flow 
with this dream, in which he expects to have a fabulous experience. 


"You see how ingenious it is,’ says the King. 'While topping Jasmine and 
lapping Lila, you can fingerplay with Chloe and Zoe." 


I protest. "I've had all I can take! Zoe and Chloe! You're going too far." 
This damn author is taking advantage of me. He's made me his trapped, 
unwilling audience and I don't like it, not one bit. If only I could get out of 
his story right this instant, I certainly would. Chloe and Zoe! How I detest 
this man! 


"What's wrong with you, anyway?" he says. "You've been scratching 
your crotch as if you had poison ivy. What's wrong, young man? Are you 
getting hot?" 


"No. Certainly not. I'm just uncomfortable. I hate pornography. Your 
story's silly. If you don't mind, I'd like to leave now. Why can't you keep 
your damn fantasies to yourself?" 


"Because I don't want to, if you don't mind. I'm not through with you yet, 
sonny. You're my invention, you know, my character, and I'm not gonna kill 
you off till I'm damn good and ready. So while I finish my tale, you might 
as well relax. Take things easy. Unloosen your belt, unzip yourself, and—" 


"I certainly will not, you old—you damn—" The idea! This dirty old man 
wants me to put on a show for him! 


"Have it your way, then. Suffer; I don't care. Well, to get back to the 
palace—Where was I? Oh, yes. By now the sailor is drooling. He's 
overcome with desire. His body is trembling at the sight of the naked girls 
draped around the King's mad invention. He's now all too willing to join 
them there as the King leads him over to the gleaming, twisted glass, then 
helps him to lie upon its face and insert himself into the hole and the girl 
under it. 


"He stands back as the sailor lowers his head into Lila's lap and puts his 
fingers in Chloe and Zoe. As the boy's youthful, muscular body moves, the 


King clasps four attached glass sections around the sailor's legs and arms. 
The sailor is so lost in ecstasy he is unaware his body is now trapped. As 
the King's robe drops to the floor, he is delighted by the sight of the sailor's 
hands pushing in and out, his head bobbing up and down, his buttocks 
rocking from side to side. It's working fine, he thinks, just fine. Then he 
claps his hands and a slave kneels before him. While this slave laps at him 
voraciously, the King's eyes are taking in the sight of the young, muscular 
body writhing on the glass, and the four wriggling girls screaming and 
sighing with pleasure. The King's eyes then focus on the boy's buttocks. 


Enough,’ says the King to the kneeling slave, who stops and retreats as 
his monarch approaches the undulating body on the glass. His hard, 
gleaming body climbs upon the sailor's. He penetrates the young Texan, 
pins him to the glass. The sailor's head, locked between Lila's thighs, is 
unable to scream as the onslaught of unexpected, excruciating pain pierces 
his body. 


"As the King pushes in, he sighs with satisfaction. It works, he thinks, it 
works. These American boys are indeed something, he thinks, these Texas 
sailors. I'm so clever, he thinks; my invention works far better than I ever 
dreamed." 


"Now can I go?" I ask. I have to get out of this place. I hated his silly 
story. "Did you expect me to enjoy your obscene journey?" I ask. I'd like to 
get up this minute and leave, but I can't, not yet. I can't let this damn author 
see that—Never mind. 


"Perhaps I did. But it really doesn't matter, does it?" 
"How did you expect me to react?" 


"Well, my boy, when I previously took this trip, I myself found it quite 
arousing, the most exciting trip of the three. So naturally I thought it might 
arouse you also." 


As I can't stand up yet, I'll sit tight until it's gone down and— 


"Well, I'm sorry—" I'm not going to give this guy a bit of satisfaction. "I 
found it boring." 


"That's interesting. Though it was the second time for me, I found it 
stirred me up all over again." 


He's looking at me strangely, in a way I don't like at all. 


"There's—uhh—one thing I'd like to know," I say. I know what he's 
thinking, the bastard, and I want to avoid it at all costs, so I'll get him off 
the subject. "This trip. It was your trip, wasn't it?" 


"Yes. Why?" 

"Well, where were you? Where were you in it?" 

"I was there. Every minute of the time. You couldn't miss me." 
"But where?" 


"Oh, I forgot to tell you. On these trips of mine, I change myself into 
whomever I please. As I was in a rather imperious mood tonight, I 
transformed myself into the King. I was the King who invented the glass 
contraption and screwed the sailor." 


"The King?" 


"Yes, didn't you recognize me? I can do it very easily. Just through 
concentration, I can become whomever I like—on my trips, anyway. It's 
one of the compensations of being an imaginative writer. You know, if I 
want to, young man, I can become the King again, right now. Right here in 
the heart of Greenwich Village, I can transform myself into a handsome 
Arabian King." 


"I'd rather you didn't—" His face is rapidly changing. It's becoming dark 
and cruel. 


"I'm sorry, fellow, but a sexy, majestic mood has come over me and you, 
my friend, suddenly seem unusually attractive. To hell with sleep; I'll stay 
up all night. I want more fun. I can come again, I'm sure. How'd you like to 
be my slave for a while, fellow?" 


"But you said you weren't interested in me! Remember when I asked if 
you wanted me to get un—" 


"I wasn't then, but I am now. I thought I couldn't possibly manage a 
fourth trip then. But now, by reliving my trip, I have stirred myself up and I 
find that I've made you into a sexier character than I had intended. 
Everything's changed now. In my present mood, you're interesting, very 
interesting—almost as interesting, in fact, as the sailor whom I so 
exquisitely enjoyed a short while ago. So take off your clothes, boy; get 


them off. Let's see what you're really like. Your lord and master wants to 
take another trip." 


"Please, mister, I really don't like to—I'm really straight; I like girls—" 
"T'll bet! What difference does that make? Take off your shirt." 
"Please!" 


"I'm losing my patience. I've had all I can take of your insubordination. I 
order you to stand up, young man. I raise my hands over my head and— 
clap! Stand up. Aha, you liar, what do I see sticking out of your pants? 
You're aroused as hell. Off with your shirt. I clap my hands again. My, what 
a build. Lovely. Lovely. Now your trousers and shorts. Clap! Clap! My, my, 
you surpass my hopes. Into bed now, my beautiful young slave. Clap! Clap! 
I turn off the lights. How about starting with your taking me on a trip 
around the world? Clap!... You're quite good, you know.... Clap!... Clap!... 
Ohhhhhh!" 


It's all over now. Just so I could get out of this horror house as quickly as 
possible, I did my best to please him. I guess it's time for him to kill me off. 
And I'm glad. I'll welcome it. I die, I disappear, while he sleeps, the bastard, 
he sleeps. 


